THE   GESTAPO   ON   MY  HEELS

Nothing in all this was true. My friends were inno-
cent, and there was I, caught in Vienna like a rat in a
trap.

In a flash the true situation of Austria and myself
dawned on me.

A year later, when Steinhausl was thrown into
prison for his part in the murder of Dollfuss, and
subsequently when he was sentenced to ten years' im-
prisonment, I thought of the evening of July 5, 1933,
when I sat in that Vienna cafe and had a premonition
of the future.

Steinhausl was, of course, released by the Nazis after
the Anschluss and reinstated as chief of police. But,
hated as he was by the Austrians, he was killed in
November, 1939, in a brawl between some Vienna
stormtroopers and the police.

Meanwhile I was in a tight spot. I could not go
home, nor could I go to an hotel with fifty groschen in
my pocket. The only thing to do was to return to
Prague as quickly as possible.

After a night spent in the pouring rain, I managed
to secure some money and made my way to the
station. To enter Austria I had used a false passport,
made out in a name which had started getting too
well-known to be comfortable in Germany. A fort-
night later my friends in the Black Front had procured
me another. With its aid I had no difficulty in crossing
the Czech frontier, but in Vienna I left nineteen
friends, who were only released a year later, when the
proofs of SteinhausPs guilt confirmed their innocence.
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